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Welcome to the 2015 edition of The Undergraduate, a showcase of the excellent writing 
in Saint Mary’s College of California’s Collegiate Seminar Program. Published here are the 
winners of the annual Newman Awards: representative pieces of seminar writing, sources of 
LQVSLUDWLRQDQGUHÀHFWLRQ7KHDFWRIZULWLQJLVDSDUWQHUVKLSEHWZHHQUHDGHUDQGZULWHUDQGZH
are indebted to everyone at Saint Mary’s for keeping the conversation alive and well.
7KH FROODERUDWLYH VSLULW²WKH VKDULQJ RI LGHDV DQG WKH SXUVXLW RIPHDQLQJIXO GLDORJXH
DPRQJOHDUQHUVDQGOHDGHUVFODVVPDWHVDQGFROOHDJXHVSHHUVDQGSDUWQHUV²WKDWXQGHUJLUGV
the longstanding tradition of Collegiate Seminar also informs The Undergraduate publication 
process.
Every year, judges review student papers with an eye for analytical astuteness, creative 
composition, and dynamic discourse. A staged editing process, mirroring that which occurs 
ZKHQZULWHUVZRUNZLWKSURIHVVLRQDOSXEOLFDWLRQV\LHOGV¿QDOLVWVZKRDUHLQYLWHGWRPHHWWKUHH
times with a Center for Writing Across the Curriculum (CWAC) Writing Adviser. Working 
ZLWK$GYLVHUV¿QDOLVWV UHYLHZERWK LGHDDQGVHQWHQFHOHYHO LVVXHVDQGUH¿QHDQGUHVXEPLW
their pieces. Winning texts are then selected from among the revised pieces. We extend deep 
appreciation to all the professors who nominated their students’ writing during the 2014 calen
dar year, and for all those who gave their time as judges during the selection process.
7KHHGLWLRQPDUNVThe Undergraduate’sWZHQW\¿IWKFRQVHFXWLYH\HDURISXEOLFD
tion, and the fourth edition published through CWAC. Additionally, this marks the third year 
VWXGHQWVIURPWKHSUDFWLFXPFRXUVH&RPPXQLFDWLRQDSSOLHGSULQFLSOHVRIFRS\HGLWLQJDQG
design learned in the classroom. Communication 190 fosters a creative environment for Saint 
Mary’s students to produce this publication, and we are grateful for the collaboration and sup
port of the Communication Department, particularly Chair Ellen Rigsby, in helping us shape 
this course.
Our collaboration with the Department of Art and Art History has continued and ex
panded this year, the second in which the student artwork in these pages was collected with 
WKHKHOSRI&KDLU3HWHU)UHXQG)RUWKH¿UVWWLPHVRPHRIWKHVHZRUNVZHUHDOVRIHDWXUHGLQD
collection curated by students in Professor Andrew Mount’s Art 195 Gallery Exhibitions class. 
Special thanks are due to SMC Museum of Art (SMCMoA) Exhibitions Manager Jim White
aker for digitizing the paintings reproduced here, and to senior Holland Enke for liaising with 
SMCMoA. We salute the student artists for their generous participation, and the department 




for both art and writing. 
The UndergraduateKDVDOZD\VEHHQDVWXGHQWGULYHQMRXUQDOLWZRXOGQRWH[LVWZHUHLW
not for the tireless work of students who are CWAC Writing Advisers or enrolled in Commu
nication 190, in addition to the student writers themselves.
7KH¿YH1HZPDQ$ZDUGZLQQHUVSURGXFHGHQJDJLQJZULWLQJDVZHOODVLQWHUHVWLQJDQG
VLJQL¿FDQWH[SORUDWLRQVRI6HPLQDUWH[WV:HKDYHDVNHGWKHZLQQHUVWRVKDUHWKHLULGLRV\QFUDW
ic experiences of writing, submitting, and revising via “Author’s Notes,” which appear here at 
the closing of their essays, in order to inspire others to keep working toward the most skillful 
use of language, deepening the exploration of ideas.
Our cover, by senior David Fujii, depicts a single, small ship, tossed on the tempestuous 
swells of a dark and daunting sea. Yet the ship endures, sustained and guided by a bright beacon 
RIOLJKWDPLGVWWKHWXPXOW7KXVZHRIIHUWKLV\HDU¶VZLQQHUVWRDOORI\RXVPDOOLQWHUSUHWLYH
ships of thought sailing through deep oceans of ideas, sustained and guided by illuminating 
WH[WVDQGWKHFRQWLQXLQJ6DLQW0DU\¶VWUDGLWLRQRIGHYHORSLQJDGLYHUVLW\RIYRLFHV²ZULWHUV
critical thinkers, and citizens of the world. We invite professors and students to use these pieces 





































“In Context”       1
ďǇ^ŽůŽŵŽŶĞŶĞĂ
Seminar 122: Renaissance 17th & 18th Century Thought
Claude-Rheal Malary
͞>ŝĨĞ'ŽĞƐKŶ͗&ŝŶĚŝŶŐKƉƟŵŝƐŵŝŶ
ƚŚĞdŚĞŽƌǇŽĨEĂƚƵƌĂů^ĞůĞĐƟŽŶ͟    ϱ
ďǇDĂĚĞůŝŶĞĞůů




Seminar 123: 19th & 20th Century Thought
DĂƌŝůǇŶďŝůĚƐŬŽǀ












Modern readers of Miguel Cervantes’s 
Don Quixote often identify the madness of 
WKHSURWDJRQLVW DV WKHGULYLQJFRQÀLFWRI WKH
novel. Such a reading, although tenable, fails 
WRYHQWXUHEH\RQGWKH¿UVWVXUIDFHRIWH[WXDO
meaning. Don Quixote’s obsession with chi
valric literature is undeniably problematic and 
DFFRXQWV IRUPRVW RI WKH FRQÀLFW WKURXJKRXW
WKH QDUUDWLYH KRZHYHU 4XL[RWH UHSUHVHQWV
more than just a deluded old man incapable 
of discriminating between fantasy and reality. 
7KH WUXHFRQÀLFW LVQRW4XL[RWH¶V ORYHRIDQ
outdated literary tradition, or even his folly in 
attempting to resuscitate the virtues of chiv
DOU\ZKDWWUXO\VHWVWKHSORWLQPRWLRQLVWKH
overwhelmingly seductive power of literature 
itself, capable of bringing both pleasure and 
ruin to readers and authors alike. Quixote and 
the other characters that animate the novel il
lustrate the perils of relying on text to draw 
conclusions about reality and the importance 
of using lived experiences to temper and sub
limate the pleasure gained from reading.
7KH.QLJKWRIWKH6RUURZIXO)DFHDVWKH
narrator names the protagonist) epitomizes 
the reader utterly seduced by worlds of purely 
literary construction. During one of his many 
rhapsodies, Quixote declares to his hapless 
squire Sancho Panza: 
I am, I repeat, he who is to revive 
WKH.QLJKWV RI WKH 5RXQG7DEOH WKH
7ZHOYH 3HHUV RI )UDQFH WKH 1LQH
Worthies, he who is to make the world 
IRUJHW WKH 3ODWLUV7DEODQWV2OLYDQWV
DQG7LUDQWV WKH3KRHEXVHV DQG%HOL
anises, and the entire horde of famous 
knights errant of a bygone age, by 
SHUIRUPLQJLQWKLVWLPHLQZKLFK,¿QG
myself such great and extraordinary 
deeds and feats of arms that they will 
overshadow the brightest they ever 
achieved. (Cervantes 142)
He has been ensnared by a world of un
ending fantasy, a world in which the stories he 
loves are unceasingly present. Where Quixote 
errs is in failing to match his impulse to con
WH[W4XL[RWHFDQQHYHUYDQTXLVKKLVQHPHVHV
for they exist entirely in the books that he 
reads. Quixote’s desire to exceed previous he
roes of chivalric romance and elevate the art 
of chivalry to the heights of Arthur and Char
lemagne need not be denounced as altogether 
LJQREOH7KHUHDUHZRUVHGHOXVLRQV WRPDLQ
WDLQDERXWWKHZRUOGLQGHHGKLVDUHIDYRUDEOH
to many. For, at the very least, they allow him 
to salvage some form of purpose and meaning 
from the drudgery of daily existence. Quixo
WH¶VDIÀLFWLRQDOWKRXJKLWPDNHVDQXWWHUIRRO
out of him, is enticing: to live entirely in the 
reverie of his own passion, in a cosmos of 
   2
^ŽůŽŵŽŶĞŶĞĂ
pure literary construction, would be paradise 
for the idealist and dreamer. Nevertheless, his 
FRQÀDWLRQRI WDOHVPHDQW IRU UHFUHDWLRQZLWK
those meant for instruction has resulted in a 
complete dissociation from the outside world. 
$V OLYLQJ UHDGHUVRIÀHVKDQGEORRGZHDUH
afforded the opportunity to observe Quixo
te and must confront the obvious dangers of 
following along his road. We must do what 
Quixote could not and resist the temptation to 
abandon our world for his.
Quixote is not the 
only character whose 
ties to the outside 
world are undone by 
his love of books, nor 
is the reader the only 
person in danger of 
falling into the same 
trap: writers too must 
remain vigilant of the 
force of the imagina
tion, all the more so, 
given that we are re
sponsible for the textu
al realities that we fabricate and to which we 
subject ourselves and others. In the episode 
featuring the funeral of Grisóstomo, we see a 
writer so enrapt in his art that, to the alarm of 
those who knew him, “he suddenly appeared 
one day dressed like a shepherd, with a staff 
and sheepskin jacket instead of the long gown 
he wore as a scholar” (82). He subsequently 
dies pining for the shepherdess Marcela. Hav
ing been “a great one for writing verse” (82), 
Grisóstomo wastes away as he is completely 
LPPHUVHG LQD OLWHUDU\IDQWDV\7KHYLUWXHRI
the vigilant and responsible writer is described 
later in the novel by the canon, whom Quixote 
encounters during his return to La Mancha, as 
having the ability to show his or her knowl
edge and expertise in a wide range of intel
lectual disciplines and in a manner devoid of 
excess and folly. Should a writer accomplish 
this, the power of literature to simultaneous
ly entertain and educate the reader will be 
DFKLHYHG 7KH UHDGHU LV QRW DORQH
in his or her need to engage responsibly with 
ZKDWKHRUVKHUHDGVWKHZULWHUWRRPXVWWDNH
pains to create without falling into the entrap
ments of an overzeal
ous imagination.
7KH LPDJLQDWLRQ
however, is not to be 
discarded or altogether 
avoided for the preser
vation of functionality. 
Just as we can glean 
ÀDVKHV RI ZLVGRP
from the ramblings of 
a Shakespearean fool, 
so too does the rare in
sight shine forth from 
WKHGULHGRXWEUDLQVRI
Quixote, as seen in the following rhapsody 
concerning the attributes with which Ulysses 
and Aeneas were instilled by their respective 
authors: “they were depicted and described 
not as they were, but as they should have 
been, to serve as examples of virtue to men 
who came after them” (193). What Quixo
te, although ironically, speaks of here is the 
role that literature plays in the development 
of individual character. We are shaped by the 
stories that we read, especially those that we 
revisit throughout our lives. Often we, like 
Quixote, are drawn to particular stories be
cause their content corresponds to our own 
ƐůŝǀŝŶŐƌĞĂĚĞƌƐŽĨŇĞƐŚĂŶĚ
ďůŽŽĚ͕ ǁĞ ĂƌĞ ĂīŽƌĚĞĚ ƚŚĞ
ŽƉƉŽƌƚƵŶŝƚǇƚŽŽďƐĞƌǀĞYƵŝǆ-
ŽƚĞ ĂŶĚ ŵƵƐƚ ĐŽŶĨƌŽŶƚ ƚŚĞ
ŽďǀŝŽƵƐ ĚĂŶŐĞƌƐ ŽĨ ĨŽůůŽǁ-
ing along his road. We must 
ĚŽ ǁŚĂƚ YƵŝǆŽƚĞ ĐŽƵůĚ ŶŽƚ
ĂŶĚƌĞƐŝƐƚƚŚĞƚĞŵƉƚĂƟŽŶƚŽ
ĂďĂŶĚŽŶ ŽƵƌ ǁŽƌůĚ ĨŽƌ ŚŝƐ͘
3 
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opinions and aesthetic tastes. When reading 
literature, whether for pleasure or instruction, 
it is imperative that we be active in our inges
tion. Like Quixote, the readers of today can 
still be endeared and attracted to the literature 
of past eras, but we cannot imitate the deeds 
of legendary ancient and medieval heroes. We 
can, however, embrace the wit of Odysseus 
and the fortitude of Aeneas and use them as 
HPEOHPV RI VHOILQVSLUDWLRQ DV ZH FRQIURQW
the actual events in our lives.
No matter the narratives of our own time, 
whether in the forms of news media, popular 
culture, or religion, the responsibility of each 
of us rests on being vigilant and critical of all 
our minds take in. Like Quixote, everything 
ZHUHDGDQGKHDUEHFRPHVSDUWRIXVZHWDNH
words into our minds and, in turn, they be
FRPHWKHIDEULFRIRXUSHUFHLYHGUHDOLWLHV%\
passively receiving what is presented to us in 
books, movies, video games, or even the val
ues held by our peers and communities, we 
tempt the transgression of Quixote and risk a 
severance from the outside world.  As writers, 
artists, and readers, we must be cognizant of 
the boundaries between a curated internal re
ality and the external world within which our 
YLVLRQVDVVXPHVKDSHDQGPHDQLQJWRLJQRUH
this boundary places us in danger of suffering 
like Grisóstomo and of mistaking the fantasy 
of love for the existence of love and facing our 
own ruin. We need neither ignore nor abandon 
the profound legacy of the authors and stories 
WKDWVFKRODUVDQGSOHDVXUHUHDGHUVRIRXUWLPH
KDYH LQKHULWHG UDWKHU LW LV RXU GXW\ WR ERWK
celebrate and learn from both the history and 
literature of the past. Nevertheless, this must 
be undertaken with diligence and caution. 
Ideals and heroes are not meant to be merely 
LPLWDWHGE\RUVXSHULPSRVHGRQWRRXUVHOYHV
they are meant to serve as symbols for the cre
ation of our own virtues and powers. Litera
ture remains with us to illuminate the ways in 
which we may rise to the obstacles present in 
our own lives and shed light on the many ex
periences a human life encompasses, but nei
WKHUOLWHUDWXUHLWVHOIQRUOLWHUDU\¿JXUHVVKRXOG
be mistaken for the actuality of living. 
Works Cited
Cervantes, Miguel de. Don Quixote 7UDQV
(GLWK*URVVPDQ1HZ<RUN+DUSHU&RO




SULVHGWR¿QGVRPXFKPRUH,GLVFRYHUHGWKDWDon Quixote told a story much more compelling 
WKDQWKHRQH,VDZLQWKHFDUWRRQRIP\FKLOGKRRG,GLVFRYHUHGDVWRU\WKDWWUXO\LQYRNHGERWK
the power and longevity of literary traditions and the experience (and dangers) of being an 








From the time that Homo sapiens gained 
the ability to entertain abstract thoughts, our 
species has struggled with one fundamental 
problem: Why are we here? As social crea
tures, human beings inherently crave a sense 
RIEHORQJLQJ²DVHQVHRISXUSRVH7KLVGHVLUH
is manifested in our perpetual search for pat
terns, culminating in rituals that range in com
plexity from the elaborate Japanese tea cer
emony to our compulsive checking of social 
media. We want to know that we are signif
icant, that we are important creatures on this 
earth, and so we continue to ask the unending 
TXHVWLRQ%XWLIDOOOLYLQJEHLQJVRZHWKHLUH[
istence to random chance, as biological theory 
suggests, is an answer to this question even 
possible? Charles Darwin’s familiar idea of 
WKH ³VXUYLYDO RI WKH ¿WWHVW´ HYRNHV D KDUVK
   6
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LPDJHRIWKHZRUOGDURXQGXV²RQHGHYRLGRI
compassion where the “less improved and in
termediate forms of life” are obliterated while 
the “most vigorous” organisms triumph in the 
“struggle for existence” (Darwin 73, 43). It is 
WUXHWKDWWKHZRUOGFDQEHDGDQJHURXVSODFH
living creatures are constantly bombarded 
by uncontrollable variables like destructive 
weather, treacherous terrain, or chance disas
ters. In such a world governed by competition, 
chance, and struggle, can there be any room 
IRUKRSHRUFRQ¿GHQFHLQWKHIXWXUH"&DQOLIH
have meaning?
Fortunately, it is still possible to see our 
planet as one imbued with worth: a place 
ZKHUH OLIH LV YDOXHG DQG JLYHQ VLJQL¿FDQFH
rather than being treated as arbitrary or incon
sequential. Although Darwin’s description of 
nature as a “struggle for existence” suggests a 
merciless and unfeeling world, his theory of 
natural selection is actually quite optimistic. 
Rather than eliminating meaning from our 
OLYHV LW JLYHVXV DEDVLV IRU WKH VLJQL¿FDQFH
of life by elucidating the unbroken connect
edness of all living things. In addition, it is 
the only means by which organisms are able 
to withstand the harsh, typically unpredict
able conditions of the external environment. 
Natural selection is synonymous not only 
with “change” but also “progression.” It is a 
tool used by organisms not simply to perse
YHUHLQWKHLUHQYLURQPHQWVEXWWRÀRXULVKLQ
them, eternally moving toward higher levels 
of “perfection” (88). Natural selection does 
QRWFRQGHPQOLIHTXLWHWKHRSSRVLWHLWLVDF
tually necessary for life to continue. Even if 
individual lives are lost in the process, natural 
selection allows life as a whole to persist in an 
HYHUFKDQJLQJZRUOG
The “Big Picture”
In order to appreciate the optimistic na
ture of this theory, it is necessary to under
stand that natural selection does not act upon 
LQGLYLGXDOV RYHU D VKRUW WLPH UDWKHU LW DFWV
on large groups of organisms over a span of 
millennia. Although individuals and even en
tire species are often wiped out in the process 
of natural selection, this does not justify a 
condemnation of the theory itself. While life 
would not exist without individual organisms 
and species, these components play only a mi
nor role in the grand scheme of the universe. 
)URPWKLVDOOHQFRPSDVVLQJSHUVSHFWLYHRIWKH
universe, it is possible to see life as a single 
HQWLW\ DOZD\VPRYLQJ IRUZDUG 7KXV ZKLOH
natural selection may seem cold and ruthless 
at the individual and even species levels, it is 
more important to recognize its positive effect 
on life as a whole. 
Adding Up All That Is Good: 
The Aggregate Effects of Natural Selection
One optimistic aspect of natural selec
tion is the fact that it can never work against 
OLIHIRUPVLWFDQRQO\ULGWKHZRUOGRIXQQHF
HVVDU\ PXWDWLRQV 7KLV FRQVHTXHQWO\ DOORZV
valuable adaptations to be passed on, increas
ing the next generation’s chances of success
ful reproduction by giving them an advantage 
LQ WKHLUHQYLURQPHQW'DUZLQGH¿QHVQDWXUDO
selection as the “principle, by which each 
slight variation, if useful, is preserved” (42). 
2QO\³XVHIXO´PRGL¿FDWLRQV²WKRVHWKDW³EHW
ter [adapt species] to their altered conditions” 
²DUHUHWDLQHGLQWKHGHVFHQGDQWV:KLOH
harmful genetic traits can be passed on, they 
are only preserved for one of two reasons:  (1) 
dŚŽƵŐŚ ŶĂƚƵƌĂů ƐĞůĞĐƟŽŶ ŵĂǇ
Ăƚ ĮƌƐƚ ĂƉƉĞĂƌ ƚŽ ďĞ Ă ĐŽŶ-
ƐƚĂŶƚ ďĂƌƌĂŐĞ ŽĨ ĐŽŵƉĞƟƟŽŶ
ĂŶĚ ƐƚƌƵŐŐůĞ͕ ŝƚ ĂĐƚƵĂůůǇ ƉƌŽ-
ŵŽƚĞƐ ďŽƚŚ ƚŚĞ ŝŵƉƌŽǀĞŵĞŶƚ
ĂŶĚ ƚŚĞ ƉƌŽůŝĨĞƌĂƟŽŶ ŽĨ ůŝĨĞ͘
7 
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the mutations only affect a small percentage 
of the population, so the species continues to 
survive as a whole in spite of the mutation or 
(2) they offer some sort of secondary advan
WDJH²IRU H[DPSOH WKH JHQH IRU VLFNOH FHOO
anemia is often inherited because it also pro
vides immunity to malaria. Natural selection 
works to enhance each generation of organ
isms by “rejecting 
that which is bad, 
preserving and add
ing up all that is 
JRRG VLOHQWO\ DQG
insensibly work
ing… at the im
provement of each 
organic being in re
lation to its organic 
DQG LQRUJDQLF FRQGLWLRQV RI OLIH´  7KLV
system does not simply eradicate unfavorable 
YDULDWLRQV LW ³>DGGV@ XS DOO WKDW LV JRRG´ WR
produce creatures that are enriched by the ag
gregate effects of all of the useful variations 
acquired over time. In this way, organisms are 
QRW GRRPHG WRPHUHO\ VXUYLYH7KHLU FXPX




7KRXJK WKHVH VXPPDWLYH DGYDQWDJHV
seem to make organisms more and more ideal, 
perfection is still relative to each organism’s 
environment. While this may imply that true 
perfection is unattainable, the idea of relative 
perfection maybe more optimistic than the 
FODVVLF&KULVWLDQYLHZRIWKHXQFKDQJLQJÀDZ
lessness of God’s creation.  In the world that 
Darwin describes, creatures continually strive 
toward higher “standard[s] of perfection” 
based upon the corners of the Earth that they 
inhabit (88). Rather than being a stagnant, in
ÀH[LEOH VWDQGDUG SHUIHFWLRQ LV SHUPLWWHG WR
unfold over time and slowly become revealed 
DQGUH¿QHG7KLVSHUSHWXDOGULYHWRUHDFKWKH
HYHUULVLQJ EDU RI SHUIHFWLRQ FRPSHOV FUHD
WXUHVWREHFRPHPRGL¿HGVORZO\\HWFRQVSLF
uously over time 
so that they can en
dure the particular 
challenges of each 
different habitat. 
'DUZLQGH¿QHVSHU
fection as “strength 
in the battle for life” 
 7KLV VWUHQJWK
is found in living 
beings’ ability to change. While it is true that 
relative perfection leaves organisms vulnera
ble to rapid changes in environment (an Ant
arctic penguin couldn’t survive in the Sahara) 
and to displacement by more hardy invasive 
species (110), it is also the sole reason that 
life has been able to survive the harsh envi
ronment in which it exists. Natural selection 
allows for the development of “coadaptations 
of organic beings to each other and to their 
physical conditions of life” (29). If organisms 
ZHUH VLPSO\ FUHDWHG DV RQH¿[HGYHUVLRQRI
perfection, it would be impossible for them 
WR DGMXVW WR FKDQJHV LQ WKH HFRV\VWHP 7KH
fossil record has indicated “great changes in 
the geography” (93) of the Earth over time, so 
LWLV¿WWLQJWKDWWKHLQKDELWDQWVRIWKHVHDUHDV
ZRXOGFKDQJHDFFRUGLQJO\WKLVLVRQO\PDGH
possible through the “perfection” implied by 
QDWXUDOVHOHFWLRQ7KXVHYHQWKRXJK³QDWXUDO






design of life itself is “perfect” because it ac
commodates change. In this way, the system 
of natural selection actually fosters the con
tinuation of life in a way that static perfection 
QHYHU FRXOG LW DOORZV OLIH WR ZLWKVWDQG DOO
of the destructive 
forces of the exter
nal world. 
7KH PRGL¿FD
tions promoted by 
natural selection 
allow life not only 
to continue in the 
wake of destructive 
circumstances but 
also to inhabit the majority of the planet. Since 
natural selection selects against negative vari
DWLRQVDQGSURSDJDWHVEHQH¿FLDODGDSWDWLRQV
LW LV QRW VXUSULVLQJ WKDW ³«WKHPRGL¿HG GH
scendants of any one species will succeed by 
so much the better as they become more di
YHUVL¿HGLQVWUXFWXUHDQGDUHWKXVHQDEOHGWR
encroach on places occupied by other beings” 
(65). As creatures diverge from one another, 
they develop characteristics that allow them 
to spread out into areas that are “either un
occupied or not perfectly occupied by other 
EHLQJV´7KURXJKWKHSURGXFWLRQRIVXFK
diversity, natural selection allows life forms 
to take advantage of every possible habitat 
and “inorganic [condition] of life” (48). Since 
“the greatest amount of life can be support
HGE\JUHDWGLYHUVL¿FDWLRQLQVWUXFWXUH´
the adaptations developed by natural selection 
seem to be a vital component of life’s con
tinued success on the planet. It could be said 
that diversity of structure need not have been 
FUHDWHGE\DV\VWHPVRUHOLDQWRQFRPSHWLWLRQ
would it not have been just as well if a higher 
power had created diverse forms to inhabit the 
VSHFL¿FDUHDVRI WKH(DUWK"7KRXJK WKLV LVD
valid point, the advantage of natural selection 
is the fact that it allows for dynamic diversi
¿FDWLRQ -XVW DVZLWK WKH LGHD RI WKH SHUIHF
tion of organisms, 
the vital element 
here is change. Or
ganisms must be 




ral selection gives 
life a way to diver
sify with respect to a perpetually transforming 
world.
Natural Selection Gives Life Meaning
If natural selection works toward the per
fection of organisms in their environments, 
why is it that “neutral” traits are often re
tained, even if they are no longer of any use, 
as in the calves with teeth that never descend 
IURPWKHLUJXPV"7KLVVHHPLQJ³LQXWLOL
ty” is, in reality, another indicator of the opti
mistic nature of natural selection: the fact that 
“all past and present organic beings consti
tute one grand natural system” (114). All of 
life is essentially one entity, since we are all 
connected in one cohesive system of genetic 
GHVFHQW7KLVEULQJVXVWRDQDPD]LQJUHDOL]D
tion: we are not isolated or alone. In addition 
to these “rudimentary structures” (115), our 
“unity of descent” (89) is further supported 
by the plethora of homologous structures that 
ůů ŽĨ ůŝĨĞ ŝƐ ĞƐƐĞŶƟĂůůǇ ŽŶĞ ĞŶ-
ƟƚǇ͕ ƐŝŶĐĞ ǁĞ ĂƌĞ Ăůů ĐŽŶŶĞĐƚ-
ĞĚ ŝŶ ŽŶĞ ĐŽŚĞƐŝǀĞ ƐǇƐƚĞŵ ŽĨ
ŐĞŶĞƟĐ ĚĞƐĐĞŶƚ͘ dŚŝƐ ďƌŝŶŐƐ
ƵƐ ƚŽ ĂŶ ĂŵĂǌŝŶŐ ƌĞĂůŝǌĂƟŽŶ͗
we are not isolated or alone. 
ZH FDQ ¿QG DPRQJ SK\VLFDOO\ VLPLODU²DQG
HYHQ VHHPLQJO\ FRPSOHWHO\ GLVSDUDWH²VSH
cies of animals. All of these related organ
isms, including ourselves, were not arbitrarily 
SODFHGRQWKH(DUWKZHDUHKHUHEHFDXVHZH
are the progeny of the successful life forms of 
the past. Darwin acknowledges that the orig
inal breath of life may very well have come 
from a Creator (118), but the concept of “uni
W\RIGHVFHQW´JLYHVXVDFRQFUHWHMXVWL¿FDWLRQ
of our importance on the planet. We are here 
IRUD UHDVRQ:HFDQKDYHFRQ¿GHQFH LQ WKH
LGHDWKDWZHDUHVLJQL¿FDQWEHLQJVEHFDXVHZH
are the amalgamation of millions of years of 
VXFFHVVIXODQGEHQH¿FLDODGDSWDWLRQ7KHLGHD
of unity of descent does not negate the value 
given to life by attributing it to the work of 
God. In fact, Darwin explains that looking at 
“all beings not as special creations, but as the 
lineal descendants of some few beings which 
OLYHGORQJEHIRUHWKH¿UVWEHGRIWKH6LOXULDQ
system was deposited” makes them “seem… 
ennobled” (121). Organisms are “ennobled” 
by the fact that they are the few survivors of 
many ancient creatures, irrespective of (and 
possibly in addition to) their worth as cre
ations of God. In addition, the fact that we all 
exist reveals that the genealogy of organisms 
³KDVQHYHURQFHEHHQEURNHQ´%HFDXVH
RI WKLV³ZHPD\ORRNZLWKVRPHFRQ¿GHQFH
to a secure future of equally inappreciable 
length” (121). Since life has successfully pro
gressed to this point through the system of 
natural selection, there is no reason to believe 




theory of natural selection.
Looking Forward
7KRXJK QDWXUDO VHOHFWLRQ PD\ DW ¿UVW
appear to be a constant barrage of competi
tion and struggle, it actually promotes both 
the improvement and the proliferation of life. 
It implies an optimistic view of the future 
E\JLYLQJVLJQL¿FDQFH WR OLIHDQGE\SURYLG
ing organisms with the tools to combat the 
harsh realities of the world. Natural selection 
LV WKHPHDQVE\ZKLFK OLIHGLYHUVL¿HVSURS
agates, and progresses. Understanding this 
IXQGDPHQWDO SULQFLSOH RI%LRORJ\ KDV OHG WR
remarkable advancements, including the pro
duction of human insulin in bacteria and the 
elimination of many contagious diseases. In 
modern times, many of us have taken to the 
view that natural selection represents the cold 
DQGSLWLOHVVQDWXUHRIWKHXQLYHUVH7KLVFRXOG
not be further from the truth. Perhaps we have 
misunderstood this law of nature. We must 
remember that for all of its unpleasantness, 
“from the war of nature, from famine and 
death, the most exalted object which we are 
capable of conceiving, namely the production 
of higher animals, directly follows” (121). It 
is natural selection that allows life to expand 
to its fullest potential.
Works Cited
Darwin, Charles. The Origin of Species. 1859. 









of science evolved from an interest in paleontology to a fascination with the workings of the 
human body, I became more and more engrossed in the question that I address in this essay: 
ZKDWLVRXUSXUSRVH"+RZGRZH¿WLQWRWKLVJUDQGVFKHPHRIH[LVWHQFH",QRUGHUWR¿QGWKH
DQVZHU,IHHOWKDWZHPXVWFRPELQHREMHFWLYHWUXWKZLWKSKLORVRSK\ZHPXVWXVHWKHIDFXOWLHV
of our own minds to discern the inherent meaning of life. One way to do this is through writing.
7RRPDQ\ WLPHV , KDYH KHDUG SHRSOH VD\ ³,¶P SODQQLQJ RQ JRLQJ LQWRPDWKELRORJ\
FKHPLVWU\SK\VLFVVRZK\GR,QHHGWRWU\LQWKLV(QJOLVKFODVV",DPQHYHUJRLQJWRKDYHWR
ZULWHDERXW6KDNHVSHDUHDJDLQVRZK\VKRXOG,FDUHQRZ"´7KHUHDUHDPLOOLRQUHDVRQVZK\
you should care! Writing is the means by which the human mind expresses itself. Without it, 
thoughts can never be recorded, transmitted, and disseminated through the population. Al
though it is somehow seen as a separate entity, writing is actually an indispensable element 
RIWKHVFLHQWL¿FPHWKRG7DNHLWIURPPH²OHDUQLQJWRORYHZULWLQJLVRQHRIWKHPRVWXVHIXO
things that you will ever do. 
,EHOLHYHWKDWWKHPDUULDJHRIOLWHUDWXUHDQGVFLHQFHLVDWKLQJRILQGHVFULEDEOHEHDXW\7KLV
is one reason that I was drawn to the topic of Darwin’s theory of Natural Selection. In reading 
his work On the Origin of Species, I appreciated his brilliant (though not always accurate) 






we should all strive toward this goal. 












You must be wondering why I would 
send you a copy of my book, A Room of One’s 
Own, which is perhaps less of a book and more 
RI DPLVKPDVK RI D KDQGIXO RI HVVD\V EXW
nevertheless, I have included it with my letter. 
Your work needs no introduction, of course, 
but even so, I confess that I have only read 
DVPDOOSRUWLRQRILWQDPHO\³:DJH/DERXU
and Capital.” Although it cannot compare to 
\RXU PDJQXP RSXV 'DV .DSLWDO , JOHDQHG
what I could from the pages and come to you 
now as a student, eager to learn. I beseech 
you to take a look at the essays, if you have 
the time. My editor provided me with several 
copies to send out at my own discretion, and 
you sprung to the mind almost as though you 
had sneaked the idea into my morning coffee.
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7KHWKRXJKWZDVIDUIHWFKHG,ZLOOFRQ
fess, but it was enough to lift me from the 
breakfast table and to the desk to write this 
letter you see before you. I wrote the essays 
WRUXPLQDWHRQ WKHUROHRIZRPHQLQ¿FWLRQ
and I am curious to see whether you agree 
with me that a woman needs a room of her 
own, and money, to be able to write. I am fas
cinated by the impact of materialistic needs 
on the creative spirit, as you may be able to 
tell by browsing through the enclosed book. I 
also have a question for you, if you have the 
time to satisfy the curiosity of a strange fe
male writer whose name and work have most 
likely never crossed your desk. As a writer, I 
believe that the words I produce are valuable 
to the world, and I can only assume you agree 
ZLWK WKDW VHQWLPHQW EHLQJ D SUROL¿F ZULWHU
yourself. In your book, you say that all value 
is created by workers. Does this mean the art
ist is a labourer as well, and as such, is one of 
the many slaves to the bourgeois class? If you 
¿QGWKHWLPHWRJLYHPH\RXURSLQLRQRQP\
pieces, as well as an answer to my question, I 





you sent me the letter bidding me read your 
work at all. It seemed to have nothing in par
ticular to do with my lengthy research on cap
LWDOLVPZKLFKZDVUHÀHFWHGLQWKHVKRUWSRU
WLRQ\RXUHDGRI³:DJH/DERXUDQG&DSLWDO´
I left you a bit of leeway, if only because your 
LQTXLU\ VHHPHG WR UHÀHFW D JHQXLQH LQWHUHVW
LQP\ DUHD RI H[SHUWLVH²FDSLWDOLVP DQG LWV
dependence on and subjugation of the work
ing class. In any case, I have read your essays, 
and I am prepared to propose an answer to 
your clever question.
$K WKH ZULWHU DV D ZDJHODERXUHU²DQ
interesting hypothesis, given that your narra
tor herself clearly belongs to a class above the 
working poor. She lives off money from her 
DXQWDQGGRHVQRWVHOOKHUODERXUSRZHULQWKH
market to the capitalist class (Marx 20). Even 
if this money and a “room of her own” allow 
her to write, the fact remains that your charac
ter’s words, and perhaps even your own, are 
formed from materials unjustly siphoned from 
the proletariat. It matters little whether your 
character extorted the workers herself, or she 
LQKHULWHGWKHPRQH\IURPDQDXQW²RUSHUKDSV
an uncle, even. Yes, the words have value, but 
it is mainly because your requisite factors of 
production for writing, a room of your own 
and money, are forms of accumulated labour. 
7KLV LV D ³ERXUJHRLV UHODWLRQ RI SURGXFWLRQ´
(29), by which I mean the concept is an ab
straction that crumbles upon closer analysis, 
and allows the rich to continue exploiting 
what the workers have already created using 
WKHLURZQODERXUSRZHU,WLVLPSRUWDQWQRWWR
confuse what has been created for you, Ms. 
Woolf, with what you yourself have created. 
I do believe you must agree with me when I 
say that your writing, and that of your narra
tor, could not have come to fruition without 
the material goods neither you nor she earned 
directly.
,W LV GLI¿FXOW WR PRGHO WKH ZULWHU DQG
what she produces, given that she is largely 
VHOIHPSOR\HG,VWKHSXEOLVKHUWKHFDSLWDOLVW
and is she the worker? It seems you would 
argue that writers are slave to their creative 
drive, the denial of which leads to their ulti
zĞƐ͕ ŶĞŝƚŚĞƌ ƚŚĞ ǁŽƌŬ-
Ğƌ ŶŽƌ ƚŚĞ ĂƌƟƐƚ ĐĂŶ ůĞĂǀĞ
ƚŚĞ ƐǇƐƚĞŵ ǁŝƚŚŽƵƚ Őŝǀ-
ŝŶŐ ƵƉ ŚŝƐ ŽǁŶ ĞǆŝƐƚĞŶĐĞ͘
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PDWH GHPLVH %\ \RXU RZQ DUJXPHQW WKDW D
writer needs wealth and property to survive 
DUWLVWLFDOO\QR\RXDUHQRWDZDJHODERXUHU,I
a writer’s production process is contingent on 
factors that require her to be a member of the 
PLGGOHFODVV WKHQ LW LV OXGLFURXV WR VXJJHVW
VKHZRXOGEHORQJWRWKHORZHUFODVVDOWKRXJK
I do not believe that this, in fact, is your argu
ment. In your essays you made the safety net 
of prior wealth a mandatory part of the writ
ing process when it is 
in fact a bourgeoisie 
SULYLOHJH 7KLV PDNHV
writing a pursuit limit
ed entirely to the upper 
and middle echelons of 
society, which makes 
me keen to dismiss your notion that a writer 
ZRXOGEHDORZO\ZDJHODERXUHUOLNHDQ\RWK
er member of the working class.
I must digress. As a writer myself, I also 
feel driven to promulgate my beliefs through 
the written word, and I would hate to dispar
age someone who pays such close attention 
to our problematic dependence on material 
JRRGV :KLOH \RXU PLGGOHFODVV XSEULQJLQJ
PLJKWKDYHVSDUHG\RXIURPFKD¿QJXQGHUWKH
\RNHRIZDJHODERXUOLNH\RXUIHOORZFLWL]HQV
do not despair. You are still crippled by these 
systemic failures, and I think, Ms. Woolf, that 
\RXDUHPRUHDZDUHRIFDSLWDOLVP¶VÀDZVWKDQ
you admit. Why people would be concerned 
with artistic survival when they could be fo
cusing on problems of widespread poverty and 
massive wealth inequality is beyond me, but I 
will try to ignore that, seeing as portions of 
your essays seem cogent. However, I will im
press that the more imminent and immediate 
problem is that we as human beings require 
ZHDOWKWRVXUYLYH²DV,ZURWHLQP\ERRN³«
the worker, whose only source of income is 
WKHVDOHRIKLVODERXUSRZHUFDQQRWOHDYHWKH
whole class of buyers, i.e., the capitalist class, 
unless he gives up his own existence” (20).    
Yes, neither the worker nor the artist can 
leave the system without giving up his own 
H[LVWHQFH :LWKRXW ¿QDQFLDO LQGHSHQGHQFH
and the freedom to elevate herself above the 
PHQLDOZRUULHV RI WKHZRUNLQJFODVV WKH IH
male writer forfeits 
her creative existence. 
7KH VSLULWXDO GHDWK RI
these discouraged cre
DWLYHW\SHV IROORZHG
by their physical 
deaths, I presume is 
what you fear most, Ms. Woolf. I say this giv
en that Shakespeare’s imaginary sister, Judith, 
kills herself when she cannot realize her true 
potential, as she lacks the material resourc
es to do so. I assure you that you are correct 
when you say artistic survival requires mate
rial security and solvency, but you are foolish 
if you think it ends there. Female writers are 
QRW WKHRQO\RQHV³G\LQJ´RXW WKHUH²HYHU\
one who suffers under capitalism is a victim 
WR LWVHQGHPLFÀDZV ,W LVDPLUDFOH WKDWDUW
ists are able to create at all under the crippling 
reign of the bourgeoisie, even with their ma
terial needs secured. You write that the “force 
of [Judith’s] gift alone drove her to it” (Woolf 
47) but I sense something beneath this exam
ple. It is an effective metaphor, but still too 
broad. Do not hide her suicide. Instead, em
phasize it. You call for women to “have the 
habit of freedom and the courage to write 
exactly what [they] think” (112). I challenge 
you to do the same. Who are you attacking, 
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Ms. Woolf? You constantly return to material 
goods and possessions as a factor of produc
WLRQLQWKHZULWLQJSURFHVVLWZRXOGQRWEHD
stretch of the imagination to blame a patriar




You have moments of clarity, of course, 
like the image of the stockbroker and the 
barrister in the sun
ny spring, “going in
doors to make money 
and more money and 
more money when it 
LVDIDFWWKDW¿YHKXQ
dred pounds a year 
will keep one alive in 
the sunshine” (38). A 
wonderful moment, 
really, but still you shy 
away from gripping 
societal problems and thrust them into the 
centerfold of your piece. Instead, you retreat 
LQWR \RXU WKRXJKWV \RXU QDUUDWRU ZDQGHUV
around a bookstore, and likewise, you wander 
around your opinions. If I had to pinpoint my 
foremost grievance of your work, Ms. Woolf, 
it would be that you baby your audience. Do 
not demur, as women so often do. If you want 
to write with the androgyny that you advo
cate, you must channel the authority of a man. 
It is clear to me that you, too, would like to 
cast stones at the capitalist. If so, quit hiding 
behind your effusive prose. Let your images 
be cutting and concise. Stop speculating, and 
seize the intellectually actualized, woman
O\PDQO\YRLFHWKDW\RXFKDPSLRQDVWKHRQO\
successful way to write (103).
If you have further questions, I am more 




I imagine you are an angry man, Mr. 
Marx. You might think me presumptuous, or 
PD\EHDELWRIIWRSLFEXW,FDQDOPRVWVHH\RX
bent over at your desk with your pen crimped 
EHWZHHQKHDY\¿QJHUV
%\WKDW,GRQRWPHDQ
to say that you are a 
EUXWH RI VRPH VRUW
quite the contrary. I 
mean to say that al
though the plight of 
the worker is your 
life’s work, you still 
manage to unveil your 
passion with great tact, 
and it catches the un
suspecting reader by surprise. You boil the 
frog with great patience, and establish your 
intelligence without immersing our unwilling 
PLQGVLQ\RXURSLQLRQ%\WKHWLPHZHUHDOL]H
that we are already submerged, it is too late: 
you attack with the forceful passion that lay 
GRUPDQWIRUWKH¿UVWKDOIRIWKHERRN
So you think me too fanciful and too 
broad. You believe my work has been built 
on the edge of a silver spoon, that it smacks 
RISULYLOHJH$ODV\RXDUHQRWWKH¿UVWWRFULW
icize me for these things, and you certainly 
will not be the last: “Literature is strewn with 
the wreckage of men who have minded be
yond reason the opinions of others” (56). I am 
very human in that respect, so you must give 
me a moment to move beyond your criticism 
zŽƵ ďŽŝů ƚŚĞ ĨƌŽŐǁŝƚŚ ŐƌĞĂƚ
ƉĂƟĞŶĐĞ͕ ĂŶĚ ĞƐƚĂďůŝƐŚ ǇŽƵƌ
intelligence without immers-
ing our unwilling minds in 
ǇŽƵƌ ŽƉŝŶŝŽŶ͘ Ǉ ƚŚĞ ƟŵĞ
we realize that we are sub-
merged, it is already too late...
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of my piece and into a line of inquiry, if you 
are obliging.
:KHQ FRPSDUHG ZLWK WKH LQGHSWK
³:DJH/DERXU DQG &DSLWDO´ , XQGHUVWDQG
that my words might seem trivial, but they 
are bound to come across as dismissible when 
compared to your dramatic struggle to survive 
within capitalism. While the ability to write 
may not be a primary 
factor for every per
son’s physical survival, 
for the writers among 
XV²OLNH -XGLWK²WKHLU
ODERXUSRZHUUHVLGHVLQ
their pens, and that can 
only be realized in those 
solitary rooms with the 
VHFXULW\DQGSULYDF\WRXQOHDVKWKHLUSHQWXS
creative capacity. Will all creative souls waste 
DZD\ZLWKRXWWKHVHRXWOHWV"7KH\ZLOOFHUWDLQ
ly suffer a spiritual death, and to me, Mr. Marx, 
that does seem painful and imminent enough 
to write about. Forgive me if I speak too free
ly, as it is not something that comes easily to 
PH:RPHQ,KDYHIRXQGODFNWKHVHOIFRQ
¿GHQFHDQG WKH³OLEHUW\RISHUVRQ´  WKDW
FRPHVVRHDVLO\ WRPDOHZULWHUVZLWKRXW WKH
opportunities and freedom that privilege the 
male sex, it is impossible to fully emulate the 
male writing voice which, frankly, is an exer
cise I do not wish to attempt. Little is expected 
of a female writer on an intellectual level un
less you hold her to male standards, in which 
case she is to be found woefully inadequate. It 
is true that at times, I weave prosaic passages 
and opinion in a roundabout, perhaps femi
QLQHPDQQHU WKLVPD\ VWLFN RXW WR D UHDGHU
who skims my arguments and alights only on 
ZKDWLQWHUHVWVKLP%XWZKDWDSLW\LWZRXOG
be if women wrote like men, if we thought 
like men, if a world as vast and diverse as our 
own were built around a single sex (86).
As for your encouragement to pinpoint 
my argument and target the capitalists, I will 
remind you that my work did contain indict
PHQWVRIFDSLWDOLVP²KRZHYHUXQOLNH\RXUV
they use metaphor to soften, instead of as a 
whetstone to sharpen 
the edge. I wrote that:
It was absurd to blame 
any class or any sex, 
as a whole… true, [the 
patriarchs] had money 
and power, but only at 
the cost of harbouring 
in their breasts an eagle, a vulture, for 
ever tearing the liver out and plucking 
DW WKH OXQJV²WKH LQVWLQFW IRU SRVVHV
sion, the rage for acquisition which 
drives them to desire other people’s 
¿HOGVDQGJRRGVSHUSHWXDOO\«WRRIIHU
up their own lives and their children’s 
lives (38).
While it certainly doesn’t invoke an im
DJHRIVODYHU\LWGRHVFRQYH\WKHFRQ¿QHVRI
PDWHULDOLVPDQGLWFHUWDLQO\GRHVSRLQWD¿Q
ger, albeit a blurrier one than a man such as 
\RXUVHOIZRXOG OLNH%XWSHUKDSVRQHZRXOG
be more willing to consider a woman’s words 
when they are framed in less accusatory 
WRQHV²ZRXOG \RX KDYH UHVSRQGHG LI , KDG
written a critique of your work instead of an 
entreaty for you to read mine?
Now that I have addressed your advice 
on my writing, I offer you another line of 
thought: we discussed the role of writers in 




ǀĂƐƚ ĂŶĚ ĚŝǀĞƌƐĞ ĂƐ ŽƵƌ ŽǁŶ
were built around a single sex...
16
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bourers, but it seems we did not touch on an 
important aspect of their oppression: their sex. 
%\QRPHDQVGR,ZLVK WRSDLQWDSLFWXUHRI
female servitude to match the plight of a 19th 
century industrial worker, but it is clear that 
women have also been the subject of extor
WLRQ7KHUHLVQRPDUNHWIRUDZRPDQ¶VZRUN
“no mark on the wall to measure the precise 
height of women” (84). 
If we look only to histo
ry books, it would seem 
women have sat quietly 
for centuries, rearing 
children and providing 
their sons with the tools 
to forge a society that 
provides no compen
sation for their labour, 
a society that rewards 
them by forcing them further into their nee
GOHZRUNDQGVLWWLQJURRPV0HQGUDZ³VRPH
thing that their own sex was unable to supply” 
IURPWKHLULQWHUDFWLRQVZLWKZRPHQLWLV
DQXQMXVWVLSKRQLQJRIWKHIHPDOHODERXUSRZ
er which cannot go ignored. Mr. Marx, you 
VD\ WKH SOLJKW RI WKH ZDJHZRUNHU LQWHUHVWV
you, but truly it is the plight of the male wage 
labourer that drives your work. Still, you can
QRWEHVRVLQJOHPLQGHGDVWRVD\KLVRSSUHV
sion is the only form of extortion in society 
today.
I can only presume that an author who 
extols the virtues of a society free from the 
bindings of oppression could bring himself to 
see the merits of a life free from all the chains 
which bind us, be they economical, or entan
gled in our own sex. In short, I do not see how 
my wish to free female writers from the yoke 
of male voices, and leave them free to pursue 
their own style of writing is very different at 
DOOIURP\RXUZLVKWRIUHHWKHZDJHODERUHUV
from the exploitative capitalists. Exploitation 
in any form is wrong, Mr. Marx, and to say the 
struggle of women is unimportant would not 
be a mere oversight, it would be fallacious.
I hope you will take the matter of wom
en’s oppression into account when you recon
sider the situation of the 
IHPDOHZULWHU²ZHPD\
not be labourers, but 
how can we be com
plicit in the workers’ 
subjugation when we 





I am not in the habit of retracting my 
words, but I believe a man who has erred 
should accept when he is wrong. I will ac
knowledge that I would not have responded at 
all to a heated and disparaging letter. I did not 
PHDQWRTXHVWLRQWKHYDOXHRI\RXUZRUN²LQ
fact, I laud you in your attempt to point out 
how materialistic even the artist must be to 
survive. When a man is faced with good logic, 
he must concede, and I will admit, Ms. Woolf, 
that I may have been too harsh in my initial 
indictment of your voice. I judged you by 
my own standards, and personal preference 
should not dictate how others write. With that 
said, I will turn to your next matter of sexism 
and exploitation.
Proposing that women, or wives are op




ƋƵŝĞƚůǇ ĨŽƌ ĐĞŶƚƵƌŝĞƐ͕ ƌĞĂƌŝŶŐ
ĐŚŝůĚƌĞŶ ĂŶĚ ƉƌŽǀŝĚŝŶŐ ƚŚĞŝƌ
ƐŽŶƐǁŝƚŚƚŚĞƚŽŽůƐƚŽĨŽƌŐĞĂ
ƐŽĐŝĞƚǇƚŚĂƚƉƌŽǀŝĚĞƐŶŽĐŽŵ-
ƉĞŶƐĂƟŽŶ ĨŽƌ ƚŚĞŝƌ ůĂďŽƵƌ͘ ͘͘
LI\RXDVNPH$ZRUNLQJFODVVFLWL]HQZRUNV
as “a means of securing his own existence. He 
works that he may keep alive” (Marx 19). Let 
us examine whether this follows in the case of 
a woman. I would agree that while a woman 
is not a member of the typically male labor 
force, her survival depends on working for 
KHU KXVEDQG7KDW KH LV D FDSLWDOLVW DQG H[
SORLWVKHUZDJHODERXUXQMXVWO\LVDPDWWHURI
personal opinion. I cannot deny that in soci
ety, women are below men, yes, dominated by 
men, and by the matter of reproduction alone, 
I would have to agree with you that men are 





way she could create would be if her writ
ing was part and parcel of her wifely duties. 
While I agree that women’s work is extorted 
E\PHQ,DPVWLOO¿UPO\RIWKHPLQGWKDWDIH
PDOHZULWHULVQRWDZDJHODERXUHUDUWPD\EH
a matter of spiritual survival, but if the bour
geoisie cannot bring themselves to care about 
their workers’ physical survival, they would 
not bat an eye at the death of female creativity.
Although I cannot support the fanciful 
notion that a female writer is as oppressed as 
WKHZDJHODERXUHU,FDQDVVXUH\RXRQFHPRUH
WKDW ZULWHUV DV ZHOO DV WKH ZRUNLQJFODVV
would thrive if everyone were to stop be
ing “content thus to forge for [themselves] 
the golden chains by which the bourgeoisie 
drags [the workers] in its train” (40). Capital 
feeds on every worker, Ms. Woolf: “at once 
distinguished and barbarous, it drags with it 
into its grave the corpses of its slaves, whole 
hecatombs of workers, who perish in the cri
ses” (48). Alas, I am simply stating what you 
DOUHDG\ NQRZ²LI \RX GLGQ¶W DJUHH WR VRPH
extent, your criticism would have included 
fewer stockbrokers and more diverse men, 
perhaps.
Again, I found myself sincerely enjoying 
the portions of your text that concurred with 
my own arguments. I hope that you received 
some clarity on the issue, and that your further 
ZRUNZLOO UHÀHFW DPRUH VROLG²EXW DQGURJ
\QRXV QRWPDOH²VWDQFHRQ FDSLWDOLVP3HU
KDSV QH[W WLPHZH FDQ SHQ D ¿UPHU UHEXNH
together. It is clear that both the spiritual death 
of the female writer and the worker’s battle 
for physical survival are matters important 
enough on which to write.
We can only hope that one day a system 
ZLOOULVHZKHUHWKHZRUNHUV²DQGIHPDOHZULW
HUVRIFRXUVH²UHFHLYHPRUHWKDQWKH³PHDQV
of subsistence” (31). Women like Judith are 
far from the only ones who require money and 
property to continue on, but until we band to
gether to enact systemic change, we can only 
hope that both writers and workers alike can 




0DU[.DUOWage-labour and Capital & Val-
ue, 3ULFHDQG3UR¿W. New York: Interna
tional, 1976. Print.
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omists, including Marx. I fell in love with the way Marx wrote rhetorically and infused cold 
logic with a passion that leapt from the page... I had never read anything like it. I had always 
been told Marx was a raving communist. Communist he might have been, but not with the 
OXQDF\WKDW³UDYLQJ´LPSOLHV²,ZDVVKRFNHGE\KLVFXWWLQJLQWHOOHFWDQGKLVGHHSNQRZOHGJH
of the capitalist system he despised.
So I’ll admit, I had a tiny literary crush on Marx. And, like many people with crushes, I 
thought about him all the time. Any hint of economics in our Seminar texts piqued my interest, 
EXW,GLGQ¶W¿QGWKHRSSRUWXQLW\WRSLFNRXWFRQFUHWHVLPLODULWLHVXQWLO,UHDG9LUJLQLD:RROI$Q
HORTXHQWZULWHUZLWKDNHHQH\HLQWRGRXEOHVWDQGDUGVDQGWKHLPSRUWDQFHRI¿QDQFLDOLQGHSHQ
dence, her work shone with metaphor, and I found myself fascinated by the place of the female 
ZULWHU,NQHZ,KDGIRXQGWZRERRNVWKDWLQP\FUHDWLYHZULWLQJHFRQRPLFDOEUDLQXOWLPDWHO\
belonged together. I decided to do them both the favor of arranging a correspondence. It was 
HDV\ WR LQWURGXFH WKHVHJUHDW WKLQNHUV WKHSUREOHPZDVJHWWLQJ WKHP WR VWRS WDONLQJ0DU[
spread Das Kapital over three thick volumes, and Woolf cannot go a page without weaving an 
LQWULFDWHPHWDSKRUEUHYLW\ZDVQHYHUWKHLUVWURQJVXLW(YHQEHIRUH,IRXQGRXW,ZDVD¿QDOLVW
for The Undergraduate, the essay went through many revisions. I was overjoyed at the chance 
to revisit two of my favorite authors, brought together for my own purposes, and to discuss 






mates, who indulged my Marx tangents, and of course my family, for struggling through early 
versions and helping me put out an essay I am proud to call my own.
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Workers and Writers
At the conclusion of Orestes’ trial, justice 
LVDFKLHYHG²WKRXJKSHUKDSVQRWLQWKHVDPH
sense one naturally presumes. Unlike the oth
er Olympian gods and goddesses, Athena not 
only gives a fair hearing to Orestes and his 
defense, she also offers the same due respect 
WRWKH)XULHV²QRPDWWHUKRZWZLVWHGJUR
WHVTXH RU YDLQ WKH\PLJKW EH7KH RXWFRPH
of Aeschylus’ Eumenides suggests that justice 
is civilized, constituting a fair hearing and a 
considerate response. In this regard, Orestes is 
justly acquitted of his crime, and through Ath
ena’s intervention the Furies are transformed.
7KH)XULHVHPERG\WKHPDQLIHVWDWLRQRI
MXVWLFH NQRZQ DV YHQJHDQFH7KHLU QDWXUH LV
described by Athena’s candid remark, “And 
you are set on the name of justice rather than 
the act” (Eumenides 443). From the Furies’ 
point of view, the term “justice” suggests 




the murderer’s life, regardless of the circum
VWDQFHVRUUHDVRQVWKDWOHGWRWKHNLOOLQJ7KH
Furies do not recognize Orestes’ innocence 
even though the Olympian god Apollo had 
commanded him to avenge his father Agam
HPQRQ¶V GHDWK 7KLV FRQWURYHUV\ OHDGV WR D
vicious dispute between Apollo, speaking on 
Orestes’ behalf, and the ancient Furies. 
7KRXJK$SROORFRXOGDSSURDFK2UHVWHV¶
charges in a respectful manner, he chooses to 
defend Orestes by persecuting the accusers 
instead. Finding the Furies unyielding, unde
WHUUHGIURPWKHLUUHVROYHWRLQÀLFWWKHLUMXVWLFH
upon Orestes by tormenting him to the point 
of suicide, Apollo resorts to mocking them 
DQGGHPRQVWUDWLQJKLVFRQWHPSW³%XWQHYHU
touch my halls, you have no right. Go where 
heads are severed, eyes gouged out, where 
Justice and bloody slaughter are the same...” 
 $W WKH FOLPD[ RI WKH DUJXPHQW
Apollo shouts with exasperation, “out! No 
JRGZLOOHYHUVKHSKHUG\RXZLWKORYH´
195). In the end, neither party is swayed by 
WKH RWKHU7KH FRQVHTXHQFH RI$SROOR¶V DWWL
WXGH² UHSUHVHQWDWLYH RI WKH FROOHFWLYH DS
SURDFKRI WKH2O\PSLDQJRGV² WRZDUG WKH
HOGHU)XULHVLVWKHLUIHHOLQJXQMXVWO\ZURQJHG
DVVXFKWKHWULRFRQVLGHUVLWVHOIMXVWL¿HGLQLWV
anger towards the gods of Mount Olympus. 
Introducing themselves to Athena, the Furies 
state, “Deep in the halls of earth they call us 
Curses.” When Athena realizes who they are 
and replies, “Now I know your birth, your 
ULJKWIXOQDPH²´ WKH)XULHVTXLFNO\ UHPDUN
ZLWK D KLQW RIPDOLFH ³%XW QRW RXU SRZHUV
DQG\RXZLOO OHDUQWKHPTXLFNO\´
%HFDXVH WKHLU QDPH LV QHLWKHU UHVSHFWHG QRU
revered by the Olympian gods, the Furies feel 
that they must demonstrate their own power 
in order to make others fear and respect them. 
Unlike Apollo, however, Athena retains her 
composure when she decides to hear the Fu
ULHV¶ FDVH7KH)XULHVDUH VRDPD]HG$WKHQD
is willing to listen to their accusations against 
Orestes attentively and fairly that they put 
aside their stubborn pride and decide to refer 
WKH¿QDO MXGJPHQWRI2UHVWHV¶ JXLOW RU LQQR
cence to Athena:
$7+(1$ <RX ZRXOG WXUQ RYHU UH
VSRQVLELOLW\ WRPH WR UHDFK WKH ¿QDO
verdict?
FURIES. Certainly. We respect you. 
<RXVKRZXVUHVSHFW
As Athena does not look down upon the 
Furies or their explanations for wanting to 
kill Orestes, in kind the Furies are willing to 
hold Athena and her beliefs in high regard. 
Likewise, Orestes humbly submits his fate to 
$WKHQD³%XWZHUH>$SROORDQG,@MXVWRUQRW"
Judge us now. My fate is in your hands. Stand 
RUIDOO,VKDOODFFHSW\RXUYHUGLFW´
7KXV 2UHVWHV¶ WULDO SURFHHGV LQ D FLYLOL]HG
manner.
,QRUGHU WR IDLUO\ HYDOXDWH2UHVWHV²D
PRUWDOPDQ²$WKHQDGRHVQRWMXGJHKLPE\
herself, even though it is her right as a god, 
and furthermore, her domain as the goddess 
of wisdom. Rather, she assigns responsibility 
to the men of Athens to hold court:
And now if you would hear my law, 
you men of Greece, you who will 
MXGJHWKH¿UVWWULDORIEORRGVKHG6R
I urge you, Athens. I have drawn this 
out to rouse you to your future. You 
must rise, each man must cast his lot 






over which she herself is convinced she has 
³QRULJKWWRGHFLGH´²LQWRWKHKDQGVRI
mortal men. 
7KH DSSRLQWHG FRXUW DQG LWV SUHVLGHU
Athena, judge the case by examining the re
spective stories of the Furies, as well as Orest
es and Apollo. After 
the human judges 
have cast their bal
lots as to whether 
Orestes is guilty or 
innocent, Athena casts her own vote: 
Orestes, I will cast my lot for you. 
No mother gave me birth. I honour 
the male, in all things but marriage. 
Yes, with all my heart I am my Fa
ther’s child. I cannot set more store by 
>&O\WDHPQHVWUD¶V@GHDWK²VKHNLOOHG
her husband, guardian of their house. 
Even if the vote is equal, Orestes wins. 

7KH MXU\¶VYRWHV IRU2UHVWHV¶ LQQRFHQFH
DQGJXLOWDUHLQGHHGHTXDO7KLVGHPRQVWUDWHV
that the mortal men whom Athena has as
signed to court have placed much consideration 
LQWR 2UHVWHV¶ EDVLV IRU FRPPLWWLQJ KLV FULPH
like Apollo and the Furies, the jury is divided 
in its verdict. Even though Athena’s prejudiced 
YRWH²ZKHUHVKHDGPLWVKHURZQELDVIRUPDQ
²EUHDNVWKHVWDOHPDWHWKHDEVROXWLRQRI2U
estes’ crime is not Athena’s decision alone. 
As Apollo’s earlier worry points out, “the 
cast of a single lot restores a house to great
QHVV´7KHIDWHRI2UHVWHVKDVEHHQ
placed in the court’s hands, rather than in any 
god’s. If just one of the jurors had changed 
the stance of his ballot, Athena’s decision 
would have held little authority in the trial’s 
¿QDOYHUGLFWDVWKHMXU\¶VYRWHFRXQWVZRXOG
QR ORQJHUKDYHEHHQ HTXDO7KXV2UHVWHV LV
judged and acquitted fairly, by the new court 
system. Nevertheless, though Athena and the 
FRXUWDUHVHWWOHGDVWRWKH¿QDOGHFLVLRQ2UHVW
es’ accusers are more than simply displeased.
7KH )XULHV
acknowledge only 
one kind of jus
WLFH ² YHQJHDQFH
7KHLUSULGHVHHWKLQJ
with outrage over their perceived betrayal by 
Athena and the court, the Furies retaliate by 
threatening to plague all of Athens: 
<RX \RX \RXQJHU JRGV ² \RX
have ridden down the ancient laws, 
ZUHQFKHGWKHPIURPP\JUDVS²DQG
I, robbed of my birthright, suffering, 
great with wrath, I loose my poison 
over the soil... poison to match my 
grief comes pouring out of my heart, 
FXUVLQJWKHODQG
Athena takes this opportunity to express 
her respect, compassion, and empathy for the 
)XULHV:KHQWKH)XULHVSURWHVW³%XWIRUPHWR
suffer such disgrace... I, the proud heart of the 
past, driven under the earth, condemned, like 
VRPXFK¿OWKDQGWKHIXU\LQP\EUHDWKLQJKD
tred....” Athena admonishes them, “You were 
QRW GHIHDWHG² WKH YRWH ZDV WLHG D YHUGLFW
fairly reached with no disgrace to you...” 
$WKHQD VRRWKHV WKH )XULHV¶ SULGH
by pointing out half the jury had sided with 
the Furies’ conviction that Orestes was guilty. 
7KLVGHPRQVWUDWHVWRWKH)XULHVWKDWWKHLUSHU





enormous value in the eyes of Athena and the 
court. Athena further conciliates the Furies by 
imparting her humility and wisdom to them: 
I will bear with your anger. You are 
ROGHU7KH\HDUVKDYHWDXJKW\RXPRUH
PXFKPRUHWKDQ,FDQNQRZ%XW=HXV
I think, gave me some insight, too, 
that has its merits. If you leave for an 
alien land and alien people, you will 
come to love this land, I promise you. 

Of all the gods of Mount Olympus, 
$WKHQD LV WKH ¿UVW WR SUDLVH WKH )XULHV DQG
respect their seniority. She also implies that 
Athens is a city far more just and worthy 
RI ORYH WKDQPDQ\ RWKHUV LI WKH )XULHV IRU
sake the land of Athens, Athena warns they 
will eventually regret doing so. She continues, 
I will never tire of telling you your 
gifts. So that you, the older gods, can 
never say that I, a young god and the 
mortals of my city drove you outcast, 
outlawed from the land... and if you 
refuse to stay, it would be wrong, un
MXVWWRDIÀLFWWKLVFLW\ZLWKZUDWKKD





ries murmur in response, “I can feel the hate, 
WKH IXU\ VOLS DZD\´  %\ WUHDWLQJ
WKH )XULHV²ZKR KDYH NQRZQ QRWKLQJ EXW
anger, retribution, and “an eye for an eye” 
² ZLWK NLQGQHVV$WKHQD HPERGLHV WKH UH
spect that Apollo should have shown them. 
$WKHQDGRHVPRUH WKDQDVLPSOHJRRGGHHG
she reveals to the Furies a new kind of jus
tice that they have never before recognized 
RU XQGHUVWRRG%\ KHOSLQJ WKH )XULHV WR XQ
derstand that justice can be dealt in a civ
ilized manner, and by both including and 
honoring the Furies, Athena effectively does 
WKH LPSRVVLEOH ² VKH FKDQJHV WKH DQFLHQW
vengeful, feral, static nature of the Furies.
7KHWULRRI)XULHVUHQDPHVLWVHOIWKH(X
PHQLGHV³NLQGO\RQHV´7KHLU ODQJXDJHDOVR
UHÀHFWV WKHLU QHZIRXQG QDPH DQG QDWXUH
“rejoice, Athena’s people... humanity at last, 
nestling under Pallas’ wings and blessed with 
)DWKHU¶VORYH´&RQYLQFHGLQWKH
past that they would never be loved by any 
Olympian god, the Furies have adopted the 
Olympian goddess Athena as their shepherd 
DQG=HXVDVWKHLUIDWKHU7KH)XULHVQR
longer wish to torment Orestes in retaliation 
for his wrong. Inspired by Athena’s compas
VLRQIRUWKHPWKH(XPHQLGHVKDYH¿QDOO\XQ
FRYHUHGWKHPHDQLQJRIPHUF\$WWKH¿QDOHRI
the Eumenides, a new age emerges where hu
mans receive the authority, dignity, and bless
ings from Athena and the Eumenides to hold a 
fair trial for the accused. In this age idealized 
by Aeschylus, justice is kind, and justice is 
fair. Justice can be harsh, yet it is also merciful.
Works Cited
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tions, as witnessed in the characters of Jean Valjean and Javert from Hugo’s Les Misérables. 
Reading the OresteiaLQ6HPLQDU,EHJDQWRGUDZVHYHUDOSDUDOOHOVZLWKDPD]HPHQW,HYHQ
tually came to the realization that perhaps the story of the Eumenides was not so much about 
Orestes receiving justice (or being pardoned) for his crime, but about the Eumenides receiving 
justice, regardless of whether they deserved Athena’s empathy or not. I found my seminar writ
ing assignment to be the perfect opportunity to pursue and explore this possibility (although, of 




Seminar professor, Caralinda Lee, the wonderful writing advisers at CWAC, my best friends at 
SMC (whom I frequently bugged for suggestions), and especially to you, my reader.


















my education she has always been there to support me in times of trouble and tell me she is 
proud of my achievements. I knew from a young age that my mom and my grandfather did not 
get along so well and it often confused me, because both of them cared for my sister and me 
with the same amount of compassion. Perhaps this is a reason I chose my mother to be the fo
cal point of this project. I wanted to know more about her life, particularly about the parts that 
might be hard to talk about. I have often heard about her childhood, the family farm, and her 
JUDQGPRWKHU²DOOQRVWDOJLFPHPRULHV,IHOWOLNHFKRRVLQJP\SDUHQWWRGRWKLVSURMHFWZRXOG
be a worthwhile bonding experience and be more comfortable than interviewing someone with 




between parent and child is usually so focused on the child’s future that we must remember 
WKDWUHÀHFWLQJRQRXUSDUHQWV¶SDVWH[SHULHQFHVZLOOKHOSXVOHDUQ$OWKRXJKOHDUQLQJIURPRXU
interactions with people and our own experiences are instrumental in forming who we are, we 
should never forget that our parents’ childhood shaped them as people, as well as parents.
I am trying to show through this graphic memoir that although parents can be pillars of 
support, some children are not given the opportunity to be nurtured. Despite this, I think that 
my mother’s story represents strength and forgiveness. She was able to conquer her anger at 
KHUIDWKHUDQGPRWKHULQDZD\WKDWKHOSVKHUFRSHDQGUHQHZVKHUVHOIHVWHHPWKDWZDVORVWDV
a child. She may not have forgiven her father completely but she forgave herself for thinking 
she was at fault. My mother showed strength when she persevered through her troubles and 



























WRITING: We accept writing from all Collegiate Seminar courses for the Newman 
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tional argumentative essay, we will honor pieces in the form of a dialogue, letter, chapter 
UHZULWWHQIURPWKHSHUVSHFWLYHRIDQRWKHUFKDUDFWHURURWKHUDOWHUQDWLYHJHQUHVWKDWUHTXLUH
rigorous writing skills and sophisticated understanding of Seminar readings and that spring 
from the spirit of the great shared conversations students enter.
Faculty and students may submit the student’s work. Please send as email attachments 
WRZDFFHQWHU#VWPDU\VFDHGX$OOHQWULHVZLOOEHGXHE\'HFHPEHU
ART: We accept submissions for artwork for the cover and interior of The Undergrad-
uate 7KHVXEPLVVLRQIRUPDWLVEODFN	ZKLWHGLJLWDO´[´DWGSLUHVROXWLRQ
7KHZLQQLQJVHOHFWLRQVZLOOEHGHWHUPLQHGE\DMXU\3OHDVHHPDLO/5&#VWPDU\VFDHGX
for the entry form. All entries will be due by on December 5, 2015, in the Digital Art Lab.
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